FATHER X. AS CENSOR
" I call down upon my guilty soul the thunders that none may hear and live!" and then fall as though my challenge had been accepted eaong»
Nothing was talked of day or night but that scene those of the company who were Catholics were n larly excited and they cried :  '• Why, if ^153 pellant, what on earth will an audience think of it?
Some prophesied hisses, some that the peopl rise and leave the theatre    That Mr. Daly was
.
about its effect he did not attempt to hide, and one he said to me : " I think Til call on Father X             f w
confessor and friend) to-morrow evening, and get his _ well — his opinion on this matter. But' unfortunately rumors had already reached churchly ears, and the reverend gentleman came that same day to inquire of Mr Daly concerning them. I say "unfortunately/' because Mr Daly was a masterful man and resented anything like Interference. Had he been permitted to introduce the matter himself, no doubt a few judicious words from the priest would have induced him to tone down the objectionable speech and action : but the visit to him rubbed him the wrong way and aroused every particle of obstinacy in him. He described the play, however, assured his old friend there were no religious arguments, no homilies in it, but when he came to the scene, the Father shook his head : "No — no ! my son ! " said he, " I do not see how that can be sanctioned."
Mr. Daly reasoned, argued, almost pleaded ; but though it evidently hurt the good man to refuse, since he was greatly attached to his son in the church, he still shook his head and at last declared it was a serious matter, and he would have to bring it to the Bishop's attention. But that was just what Mr. Daly did not want. " Can you not see, Father," he said, "these lines are spoken in a frenzy ? They come from the lips of a woman mad with grief and trouble ! They have not the value or the consequence of words spoken by a sane person ! "
The priest shook his head.    Suddenly Mr. Daly ceased